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Didn’t have to be this way 

There’s no making peace with monsters fit for nothing more than to be slain 
We take no joy or delight in the deadly business of this war 
How will she ever live free 

If these fiends are not brought to justice 

When there’s no home to speak of 

What difference does it make 

At the crossroad 

Which way we take 

What faithful angel will minster to the mortal wound in our tormented soul 
There is no memory of battle 

Our love is reduced to mere shadow 

An ancient tragedy 

A sad folk 

I'd rather despair in total 

Then sell my soul to the world’s false hope 

Each part of this family 

Every limb of this old tree 

Is writhing and diseased 

Life is slipping away 

From the roots to the crown 

Everything you say is right and true 

But everything that happens is wrong and without you 
So forgive me if I can’t bring myself to read your word 
Or pray you inside this heart of dirt 

I tried to try 

But no matter how long I look 

All I ever see is someone else’s sky 

Somehow my light is taken 

So someone else’s star can shine 

Here in the dark 

My resolve is shaken 

My mind is jumping time 

If it was my choice 

I would introduce myself to death 

If it meant giving you, the purest of breaths 

I would gladly die 

Knowing that even there, in the space between 

I don’t belong 

Even though all along, all I do is long 

We were meant for immeasurably more 

Than to be a continuously humiliated slave 

A damn loser who can’t even save his own wretched name 


